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To see him die, across the waste

His son and heir doth ride post-haste,

But he 11 be dead before.

Every one for his own.

The night is starry and cold, my friend,

And the New-year blithe and bold, my friend,

Comes up to take his own.

How hard he breathes ! over the snow
I heard just now the crowing cock.
The shadows flicker to and fro :
The cricket chirps : the light burns low
*Tis nearly twelve o'clock.

Shake hands, before you die.

Old year, we '11 dearly rue for you:

What is it we can do for you ?

Speak out before you die.

His face is growing sharp and thin.
Alack ! our friend is gone.
Close up his eyes; tie up his chin :
Step from the corpse, and let him in
That standeth there alone^

And waiteth at the door.

There *s a new foot on the floor, my friend,

And a new face at the door, my friend,

A new face at the door.

TO J. S.
THE wind, that beats the mountain, blows
More softly round the open wold,
And gently comes the world to those
That are cast in gentle mould.
And me this knowledge bolder made,
Or else I had not dared to flow
In these words toward you, and invade
Even with a verse your holy woe.